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money, nor did experience of the past seem in general much to
open his eyes in this respect for the future till it was too late,
nor the treachery of an old friend lead him to distrust a new,
though equally undeserving. An intimate acquaintance, pro-
longed through many and eventful months, gave us ample
opportunity for observing these peculiarities in Aboo-'Eysa's
conduct and character. Meanwhile I trust that my readers
will excuse this minute description of the outer and inner
man of one whose share in our journey was henceforth so
important.

We sat down to a very joyous supper, and the conversation
never flagged. Before dark, Aboo-'Eysa and the Persians took
leave, to return to their camels and baggage, while the towns-
men of Bereydah congratulated us on having secured so good
a guide and companion ; all knew him, and bore unexcep-
tionable witness to his integrity and ability, though all equally
professed themselves in the dark respecting his real origin,
or what had been his life and pursuits before his appearance in
Arabia.

Thus at rest on the main question of our journey, Barakat
and I had leisure to examine the town, and to take notice of
what lay within and without its walls. Perhaps my readers
will not think it loss of time to accompany us on a morn-
ing visit to the camp and market, to the village gardens and
wells; such visits we often paid, not without interest and
pleasure.

Warm though Kaseem is, its mornings, at least at this time
of year (the latter part of September), were delightful. In a
pure and mistless sky the sun rises over the measureless plain,
while the early breeze is yet cool and invigorating, a privilege
enjoyed almost invariably in Arabia, but wanting too often in
Egypt on the west, and India on the east. At this hour we
would often thread the streets by which we had first entered
the town, and go out betimes to the Persian camp, where all
was already alive and stirring. Here are ranged on the sand,
baskets full of eggs and dates, flanked by piles of bread and
little round cakes of white butter, bundles of fire-wood are
heaped up close by, and pails of goat's or camel's milk abound,
and amid all these sit rows of countrywomen, haggling with
tail Persians or with the dusky servants of Taj-Djehan, who in